ANTI-CLIMAX

and shattering noise communicated themselves to our senses.
Two shaken men, with hearts beating furiously, we sprang to
the balcony and looked out over the river. Not a ray of light
was to be seen except the dim riding-lights of the hulks, not a
sound audible but the creak and splash offenders and restricted
waters, which rather emphasised the silence, as if the very night
had nerved itself to listen. When we spoke it was in whispers.
We strained our eyes to the" north, where the enemy was
nearest, but saw only more darkness. No soldier shouted, no
alarm bells rang, no gun was fired. The noise, which seemed
still all round us, was gradually swallowed up in the gloom,
and presently we went back to bed. Vernon was asleep first,
and like the grooms in Duncan's bedchamber, he cried
" Murder " in his sleep. We were both wide awake for a
searing second before we heard the second detonation, this
time at dawn. There was no more sleeping to be done that
night, so we arose and bathed and set out to ask questions.

In the Sandpiper we found a very angry captain. He had
been woken up in the night by a Chinese naval officer who had
informed him, in good Dartmouth English, that he had been
laying mines in the river. He had laid them downstream and
up ; they were anchored, yes, but one had better be careful.
No, he had not charted them ; the Japanese would be up in a
day or two, so why bother ? Good-night. So the gunboat
was a prisoner, and at any moment one of these hastily and
haphazardly laid mines might come drifting down among our
concentration of shipping. It was not surprising that the skipper
was displeased. The explosions we had heard had been caused
by sampans loaded with refugees. The first one had contained
twenty-two men and women, of whom one had survived, to
be promptly put under arrest for sabotaging the war effort.
Of the second there were no survivors, so nobody knew how
many were lost. In the calm of the early morning we could
see the horrid engines scattered over the stream, like black
beetles, their four horns, menacing as the horns of the devil
himself, bobbing evilly above the surface. The river was rising
however, and the wind got up, and presently they were no
longer visible from afar. As we were beginning our lunch we
saw a fine big junk sailing towards us from the north before a
fair breeze. The great sail was well filled, and the waters were
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